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THE  SECRET  OF  THE  SHIPS 


"  The  association  between  the  two  Services,  the  Royal 
Navy  and  the  Mercantile  Marine,  has  been  so  close  during 
the  War,  whatever  that  association  might  have  been 
before,  that  it  seems  to  me  almost  incredible  that  it  can 
ever  be  broken  asunder." — Admiral  Sir  Rosslyn  Wemyss. 


THE  SECRET  OF  THE  SHIPS 

On  their  ventures  in  the  service  of  a  Tudor  King  or  Queen 

All  the  ships  were  just  as  like  as  they  could  be. 
For  the  merchantman  gave  battle,  while  the  Royal  ship  was  seen 

As  a  not  too  simple  trader  over-sea  ; 
Being  heirs  to  ancient  customs,  when  their  upper  sails  came  down 

As  a  token  of  respect  in  passing  by, 
They  would  add  the  salutation  in  a  language  of  their  own, 

"  God  speed  you,  we  be  sisters,  thou  and  I." 


THE  SFXRET  OF  THE  SHIPS 


As  the  centuries  receded  came  a  parting  of  the  ways 

Till  in  time  the  separation  went  so  far 
That  a  family  was  founded  who  were  traders  all  their  days, 

And  another  who  were  always  men-of-war; 
But  whene'er  they  dipped  their  colours,  one  in  faith,  they  understood- 

And  the  sea,  who  taught  them  both,  could  tell  you  why — 
That  the  custom  never  altered,  so  the  greeting  still  held  good, 

"  God  speed  you,  we  be  sisters,  thou  and  I." 

Then  in  days  of  common  sacrifice  and  peril  was  it  strange 

That  they  ratified  the  union  of  the  past  ? 
While  their  Masters,  unsuspecting,  greatly  marvelled  at  the  change. 

But  they  prayed  with  all  their  souls  that  it  would  last ; 
And  the  ships,  who  know  the  secret,  go  rejoicing  on  their  way. 

For  whatever  be  the  ensign  that  they  fly, 
Such  as  keep  the  seas  with  honour  are  united  when  they  pray, 

"  God  speed  you,  we  be  sisters,  thou  and  I." 
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THE  KING'S  MESSENGERS 


II 


A 


THE  KING'S  MESSENGERS 

There's  a  stir  within  the  City,  there's  a  throng  before  the  gate, 
For  the  last  long  cruise  is  over,  and  the  shipwrecked  sailors  wait 
While  St.  Peter  reads  their  records,  none  too  closely  now  and  then, 
As  a  fisherman  who's  trodden  in  the  paths  of  sailor  men. 


And  recalls  again  the  story  from  his  Galilean  home 

Of  a  ship,  and  one  who  doubted,  though  his  Master  bade  him  come, 

As  he  reads  anew,  in  wonder,  for  the  tale  is  of  a  sort 

That  concerns  the  lost  and  missing,  crews  that  never  came  to  port. 
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THE  KING'S  MESSENGERS 


Bringing  bales  of  wool  from  Sydney,  fetching  fruit  and  frozen  meat, 
Crews  of  ships  that  sank  defenceless  with  their  freights  of  golden  wheat. 
Red  Cross  ships  and  Channel  steamers,  tramps  that  toiled  along  the 

coast. 
Most  content  upon  their  errands  where  the  perils  lurked  the  most. 

Was  there  lack  of  food  or  raiment,  was  there  sickness,  pain,  or  need  ? 
Where  the  cry  went  up  for  succour,  there  the  messengers  would  speed, 
Never  asking  whose  the  summons,  though  the  daily  call  were  plain 
As — the  sound  of  many  waters — as  the  voice  they  hear  again: 

For  the  tidings  spread  and  echo,  to  the  City's  farthest  ends, 
"  Inasmuch  as  they  have  done  it  to  the  least  of  these  My  friends, 
Be  it  counted  Royal  Service;"  and  with  never  let  or  ban 
Will  the  City  gates  stand  open  to  the  Merchant  Sailor  Man. 
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THE  MYSTERY  SHIPS 


TO   "  THE   COASTERS  AND  MERCHANTMEN   WHO 
ACCOMPANY  THE  LORD  HIGH  ADMIRAL  " 


The  following  particulars  of  some  of  the  ships  njcntioned  in  the 
last  verse  are  taken  from  "  The  State  Papers  relating  to  the 
Defeat  of  the  Spanish  Armada,  1588." 


Lark 

50  tons    - 

-  Capt 

Thomas  Chichester. 

Lamb 

150    .. 

-      ,, 

Leonard  Harbell. 

Moonshine* 

60    „ 

-      „ 

John  Brough. 

Hazard    - 

38    ,.       - 

-      ,, 

Nicholas  Turner. 

Merlin     - 

50    „        - 

-      ,, 

Walter  Gower. 

Royal  Defence* 

160    ,, 

-      ,, 

John  Chester. 

*  Fitted  out  by  the  City  of  London. 
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THE  MYSTERY  SHIPS 

There's  order  and  law  in  a  battleship's  might; 

The  cruisers  proceed  on  a  logical  plan; 
While  even  destroyers  go  gay  to  the  fight 

By  tactical  units  as  well  as  they  can; 
But  far  away  out  in  a  world  of  their  own, 

Where  logic  and  limit  are  shivered  to  bits, 
You'll  light  on  the  ladies  who  labour  alone, 

The  jocular  gipsies  who  live  by  their  wits. 

Disciples  of  Drake  and  Dundonald, 

The  sea  in  their  blood  and  their  bones. 
They  sail  in  the  wake  of  Boscawen  and  Blake 

And  hail  as  an  ally  Paul  Jones ; 
For  better  than  honour  and  glory 

They  reckon  the  frolics  and  quips 
Which  daily  illumine  the  story 

That  comes  from  the  Mystery  Ships. 
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THE  MYSTERY  SHIPS 


They're  nautical  zealots  who  never  suppose 

Tliat  right  is  defended  by  leisure  and  ease ; 
The  submarine,  quaking  wherever  she  goes, 

Can  tell  they're  abroad  by  the  feel  of  the  seas; 
There's  ominous  oil  in  the  wake  of  their  work; 

The  soles  on  the  Dogger  take  cover  amain. 
And  cry,  as  the  stranger  alights  with  a  jerk, 

"  The  Mystery  Sliips  have  been  at  it  again  !" 

Untutored,  but  versed  in  the  oldest  of  creeds. 

The  King's  Regulations  decay  on  their  shelves; 
Between  the  Addenda,  which  nobody  reads, 

The  Mystery  Ships  are  a  law  to  themselves; 
Their  pictures  and  pranks  are  denied  to  the  Press, 

Till  out  of  the  of&ng  as  blithe  as  can  be 
A  weather-worn  sea-dog  of  twenty  or  less 

Blows  in  to  the  Palace  to  get  a  V.C. 
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THE  MYSTERY  SHIPS 


The  family  fought  in  EUzabeth's  time 

From  Bristol  and  Dover  and  Harwich  and  Leigh; 
From  Barnstaple,  Yarmouth  and  London  and  Lyme 

They  hurried  away  at  the  call  of  the  sea; 
Their  titles  are  writ  in  the  Rolls  of  their  Race, 

With  laughter  and  love  we  can  picture  them  still ; 
Is  mystery  work  to  be  done  for  Her  Grace  ? 

My  lord  in  the  Flagship  can  summon  at  will, 

The  La/k  and  the  Lamb  and  the  Moonshine, 

The  Hazard  and  Happy  Pretence, 
The  Wraith  and  the  Smoke  and  the  Merlin  and  Joke, 

The  Riddle  and  Royal  Defence  ; 
As  quick  as  a  cradle  could  spare  them 

They  scuttled  away  from  the  slips, 
For  England,  the  mother  who  bare  them, 

The  first  of  the  Mystery  Ships. 
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THE  FREAK 


The  battle  described  by  the  Freak  to  the  Giand  Fleet  is 
evidently  that  referred  to  by  Naval  Historians  as  having 
taken  place  on  the  14th  April,  1293,  and  was  the  outcome 
of  the  following  incidents : 

Two  English  sailors  landing  in  Normandy  had  been 
attacked  by  the  crews  of  Norman  ships. 

Reprisals  followed  alternately,  until  it  was^ultimately 
decided  to  fight  the  matter  out  in  mid-channel  at  a  spot 
previously  marked  by  an  anchored  hulk. 

The  English,  with  Irish  and  Dutch  support.  are_^said  to 
have  numbered  about  60;  the  Normans,  assisted  by  French, 
Flamands,  and  Genoese,  240. 

WTiile  these  figures  are  extremely  doubtful,  it  is^quite 
certain  that  the  Freak  was  on  the  winning  side. 


21 


THE  FREAK 

Oh,  His  Majesty's  ships  they  had  timbers  of  teak 
And  a  Jack  at  the  bows  and  a  flag  at  the  peak; 
They  would  die  for  their  King  as  he  sat  on  his  throne. 
But  their  souls  were  immortal,  and,  when  they  had  flown 
They  would  rest  for  a  while  where  you'd  seek  them  in  vain 
Till  the  day  they  were  summoned  to  service  again. 

Now  a  spectre  came  sailing  at  sunset  one  day 

To  the  base  where  the  cruisers  and  battleships  lay; 

As  she  beat  into  harbour  her  sails  never  shook 

And  the  battleships  strained  at  their  cables  to  look; 

Such  a  droll  little  spirit  from  counter  to  beak 

That  the  cruisers  cried  out,  "  Oh,  my  dear,  what  a  freak  !" 
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THE  FREAK 


Now  the  ships  of  the  squadrons  could  never  mistake 
Any  fashion  they'd  worn  under  Nelson  or  Drake, 
From  a  ship  of  the  line  to  a  galley  or  brig, 
But  they'd  never  encountered  the  visitor's  rig; 
And  she  sang  an  old  chantey  that  nobody  knew, 
"  Oh,  the  sumer's  icumen,  sing  Ihude,  cuccu  !" 


Then  the  great  Queen  Elizabeth  hailed  from  the  van, 
And  she  twinkled  as  much  as  a  battleship  can : 
"  They  are  free  to  the  sea  who  establish  their  right. 
Tell  us  what  was  your  service  and  where  did  you  fight  ?" 
"  Oh,  I'll  prove  you  my  service,"  the  stranger  she  cried 
"  If  you'll  show  me  the  way  to  the  Banks  of  the  Clyde. 
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THE    FREAK 


"  I'd  the  luck  to  be  launched  by  an  English  Princess, 
So  I  wear  in  her  honour  my  christening  dress ; 
And  I  fought  for  my  King  as  he  sat  on  his  throne 
In  the  greatest  sea  battle  that  ever  was  known, 
And  a  flagon  was  drained,  as  the  hurricane  burst. 
To  the  health  of  His  Majesty  Edward  the  First. 

"In  our  van  there  went  Tiptoft,  a  noble  of  note, 
And  '  Sir  Robert,'  I  mind  me,  we  called  him  afloat, 
While  the  enemy's  flag  on  that  glorious  day 
Carried  Charles,  Count  of  Valois,  from  over  the  way; 
And  we'd  moored  an  old  hulk  in  the  Channel,  you  see. 
For  to  mark  us  the  place  where  the  battle  should  be. 
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THE  FREAK 


"  Then  we  blew  on  our  trumpets  and  beat  on  our  gongs, 

And  we  went  at  it  lustily,  hammer  and  tongs, 

With  a  '  Hi '  for  our  cry,  and  '  Long  life  to  our  Prince,' 

There  was  never  a  battle  so  terrible  since, 

For  the  arrows  and  stones  were  a  caution  to  see, 

Oh,  we  fought  to  some  purpose  in  twelve  ninety-three  !" 

Then  the  giants  of  Jutland,  suspiciously  grave, 
Why,  they  up  with  their  anchors  and  escort  they  gave, 
And  they  showed  her  the  road  to  the  Banks  of  the  Clyde; 
But  as  soon  as  the  squadrons  got  into  their  stride 
You  could  hear  pretty  clear  in  the  swirl  of  each  screw : 
"  Oh,  the  sumer's  icumen,  sing  Ihude,  cuccu  !" 
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THE  FREAK 


And  the  sun  rose  in  splendour  at  Greenock  next  day 
On  a  marvellous  cruiser  in  natal  array ; 
Reincarnate  her  soul,  as  the  sound  of  her  name 
With  a  prayer  from  the  lips  of  her  godmother  came, 
And  her  heart  beat  as  English  in  steel  as  in  teak, 
For  a  Princess  of  England  was  launching — a  Freak. 
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THE  WARDENS 


TO  H.M.S.   '*  SWIFT''  AND  "BROKE' 
20th-21st  April,  1917 


Hubert  de  Burgh,  Chief  Justiciar  of  England  and  Governor 
of  Dover  Castle,  successfully  held  the  Castle  in  121 6  against 
Prince  Louis  of  France,  who,  coining  over  at  the  request  of 
the  Barons,  had  subdued  all  the  rest  of  Kent. 

Their  defeat,  however,  at  Lincoln,  in  the  following  year, 
had  rendered  it  urgently  necessary  for  Prince  Louis  to  receive 
reinforcements  from  France,  and  these  were  embarked  in 
a  fleet  of  100  ships  commanded  by  Eustace  the  Monk. 

Hubert  de  Burgh  thereupon  collected  a  fleet  of  forty  ships 
of  the  Cinque^ Ports  Navy  and  others,  and  taking  command, 
sailed  to  meet  Eustace  on  the  24th  August,  1217,  leaving 
orders  with  the  garrison  that  they  should  not  surrender, 
even  though  he  were  taken  prisoner  and  hanged  at  the  gate 
of  the  Castle.     "  For,"  he  said,  "  it  is  the  key  of  England." 

The  Fleet  was  blessed  by  the  Bishop  of  Sahsbury,  and, 
after  leaving  Dover,  kept  close  to  the  wind  before  which 
Eustace  was  running  for  the  North  Foreland. 

Arriving  to  windward  of  his  enemy,  Hubert  bore  away 
and  fell  upon  him,  with  the  result  that  Eustace's  whole 
fleet  was  either  sunk  or  captured. 
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THE  WARDENS 


"  Is  there  one  among  you  who  is  ready  this  day  to  die  for  England? 
Let  us  therefore  take  our  souls  in  our  hands  and  meet  them  boldly  on 
the  sea,  and  help  will  come  to  us  from  on  high." — Hubert  de  Bur^h, 
24th  August,  1917. 


By  the  gate  of  England's  Garden,  very  English  to  their  heights 
Rise  the  Warden  Chffs  of  Dover,  standing  up  for  Dover's  Rights  ! 
Smiling  down,  in  all  their  splendour,  on  the  ceaseless  ebb  and  flow, 
Where  the  tireless  tides  of  Dover  sing  of  service  as  they  go. 


Service,  of  the  ancient  Cinque  Ports,  for  the  rights  the  Cinque  Ports 

knew. 
Rights  of  Dover,  rights  of  Romney,  Hastings,  Hythe  and  Sandwich  too. 
Rights  in  Norman — French  and  Saxon,  ye  may  read  them,  an  ye  will. 
Charters  built  on  former  charters,  granting  charters  older  still ! 
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THE  WARDENS 


Thus: — "  For  such  and  such  a  service  of  the  Cinque  Ports  ships  at  sea," 
Gravely  sign  the  Kings  of  England,  "  There  be  tax  and  tallage  free  " — 
Who  can  reckon  rights  as  ancient  as  the  Wardens  at  the  gate  ? 
Who  should  sing  so  well  of  service  as  the  Tides  of  Dover  Strait  ? 

So  on  peaceful  summer  evenings,  or  through  stormy  winter  nights 
Cliff  and  tide-rip  meet  to  argue  of  the  long  forgotten  fights, 
"  Selfless  service,"  sighs  the  surf  beat,  "  that  is  what  the  ship  folk  pay  " — 
"  For  their  rights  1"  the  cliffs  re-echo  in  the  old,  old  British  way. 

So,  it  may  be,  force  of  habit,  or  the  rumours  running  rife. 
Of  a  raid,  one  night,  from  Zeebrugge,  woke  the  echoing  cliffs  to  life, 
For  they  spoke  of  Hubert's  sailing,  best  of  all  the  tales  they  know, 
Hubert,  Warden  of  the  Cinque  Ports,  seven  hundred  years  ago. 

How  he  sailed  with  forty  English,  and  in  each  a  Kentish  crew. 
To  engage  a  hundred  raiders,  with  the  odds  at  five  to  two ; 
How  he  worked  his  way  to  windward,  where  the  tides  of  Dover  flow. 
Till  he  bore  away  and  rammed  them,  seven  hundred  years  ago. 
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THE  WARDENS 


All  that  stayed  were  sunk  or  taken,  and  their  leader  Eustace  slain, 
Very  well  the  cliffs  remember  Hubert's  welcome  home  again ; 
"  So  he  won  her  rights  for  Dover,"  cried  the  Wardens  at  the  gate, 
"  So  he  sailed,  to  pay  his  service,"  said  the  tides  of  Dover  Strait. 

Fell  a  silence  out  to  seaward,  then  to  where  the  white  cliffs  stood 
Raced  the  restless  tides  of  Dover,  running  red  with  English  blood. 
"  Since  his  service  saved  the  Cinque  Ports,  never  saw  we  such  a  fight, 
"  By  our  foam  that  flecks  the  Forelands,  Hubert's  out  again  to-night !" 

"  There  were  two  that  steamed  as  madly  as  the  five  that  turned  to  flee. 
From  the  two  that  swung  and  rammed  them  till  the  odds  were  two  to 

three. 
Three  that  fled  and  left  their  boarders  to  be  stopped  by  steel  and  flame. 
In  the  two  we're  bearing  homeward  by  the  road  that  Hubert  came  !" 

And  the  soft  Spring  dawn  of  April  o'er  the  cliffs  of  Dover  stole. 
With  a  cheer  that  shook  the  Castle,  came  the  Dover  Coast  Patrol, 
Two — that  limped  and  laughed  together,  bearing  witness  to  the  joke. 
That  belied  the  names  they  carried,  being  neither  swift  nor  broke  ! 
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THE  WARDENS 


Once  again  the  cliffs  of  Dover  watched  the  victors  standing  in, 
Whom  they  hailed,  "  By  Hubert's  saiUng,  ye  be  Hubert's  kith  and  kin, 
Though  disguised  in  most  that's  modern,  tell  us,  therefore,  did  ye  fight 
For  your  Rights  or  for  your  Service  out  in  Dover  Strait  last  night  ?" 

And  the  graceless  pair  laughed  gaily,  "  Rights  or  Service,  which  is  best  ?" 
(Who  can  grimly  jest  at  midnight  knows  the  meaning  of  a  jest.) 
"  Rights  and  Service  sail  together.  Noble  Wardens  of  the  Gate, 
Reft  of  either  cliff  or  tidewaj',  what  becomes  of  Dover  Strait  ?" 

And  the  old  cliffs  heard  and  chuckled,  "  That  is  true  as  true  can  be, 
From  the  moutlis  of  babes  and  sucklings  comes  the  wisdom  of  the  sea — 
Ye  be  young,  and  small  of  stature,  none  too  solid,  all  the  same 
Ye  have  paid  in  full  your  Service,  what's  the  privilege  ye  claim  ?" 

And  the  little  ships  spake  gently,  "  Though  we  claim  no  rights  to  win, 
Ye  have  named  us  kin  to  Hubert,  let  your  answer  lie  therein ; 
Rights  and  Service  may  not  quarrel,  lest  the  Straits  of  Dover  fall, 
And  the  right  of  such  a  kinship  is  the  greatest  right  of  all." 
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THE  GALLEON 


"  There  must  be  a  begynnyng  of  any  great  matter, 
but  the  contenewing  unto  the  end,  untyll  it  be  thoroughly 
flfynyshed,  yeldes  the  trew  glory." — Francis  Drake. 


The  Pelican,  loo  tons,  in  which  Sir  Francis  Drake  made 
his  famous  voyage  round  the  world,  sailed  from  Plymouth 
on  December  13,  1577. 

Port  St.  Julian  was  reached  on  June  20,  1578,  and  the 
entrance  to  the  Magellan  Straits  on  August  20,  where  the 
ship  was  rechristened  the  Golden  Hind  in  honour  of  Sir 
Christopher  Hatton,  whose  crest  was  a  "  hind  trippant  or." 

Of  the  squadron  of  live  which  originally  started,  the  Golden 
Hind  alone  reached  the  Pacific. 

After  many  wonderful  adventures,  and  failing  to  find  a  way 
home  round  North  America,  she  was  headed  to  the  west,  and, 
after  safely  crossing  the  Pacific,  narrowly  escaped  destruction 
on  a  shoal  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  Celebes  on  January  9, 
1580. 

She  passed  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope  in  the  following  June, 
and  arrived  in  Pljrmouth  Sound  on  September  26,  1580. 

She  was  taken  round  to  Deptford,  and  on  April  4,  1581, 
Drake  was  knighted  on  board  by  Queen  Elizabeth,  who 
commanded  that  the  ship  should  be  preserved  for  a  "  monu- 
ment to  all  posterity." 

The  Golden  Hind  remained  at  Deptford  until  she  was  too 
far  decaj'ed  for  any  repairs.   .  .  . 
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And  at  the  last 
They  took  the  timbers  next  the  old  ship's  heart, 
And  carved  a  stately  chair,  and  set  it  up 
By  Oxford  town,  in  Bodley's  library. 
Where  some  declare  her  spirit  haunts  the  place 
In  gentle  guise,  so  that  if  one  should  come 
To  seek  for  rest  and  wisdom,  he  shall  find 
Such  treasure  as  he'd  miss  in  many  books 
And  going  forth,  renewed  in  faith  and  hope, 
Prevail  against  a  world  of  obstacles 
As  she  prevailed,  what  time  she  strove,  and  set 
A  girdle  round  the  earth. 
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She  was  launched  in  Merrie  England,  in  a  world  ablaze  with  Spring, 
And  in  brave  and  ancient  fashion  did  they  make  her  "  hallowing." 
Stretched  her  aching  limbs,  rejoicing  in  the  freedom  she  had  won. 
And  "  I  pray  for  happy  guidance,"  cried  the  little  galleon. 

Now  the  lodestone  lay  and  listened,  who  is  old  as  he  is  wise. 
For  he  whispers  to  the  rudder  where  a  galleon's  pathway  lies; 
Swung  him  round,  to  give  her  comfort,  looking  North  across  the  sea, 
And  "  Your  Ladyship,"  he  answered,  "  take  a  birthday  gift  from  me. 


"  Doubt's  a  shifty  kind  of  helmsman,  and  a  rogue  from  truck  to  keel. 
And  he'll  steer  you  to  disaster  ev'ry  time  he  takes  the  wheel. 
Follow  fear  and  find  a  phantom,  but  to  exorcise  the  wraith, 
Take  a  fussy  fogey's  blessing,  which  the  sailor  men  call  Faith." 
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So  she  steered  her  to  the  South' ard  as  the  lodestone  bade  her  steer, 
And  behold,  there  soon  beset  her  both  the  villains  doubt  and  fear; 
For,  to  wreck  the  great  adventure  and  to  bring  her  grief  and  shame, 
As,  in  sooth  it  might  be  Judas,  so  the  traitor  Doughty  came. 

But  by  faith  she  held  her  purpose,  and  I  pray  such  faith  be  mine, 
Till  she  came  to  Port  San  Julian,  far  away  below  the  Line. 
And  by  faith  she  bare  her  sorrow,  and  by  faith  she  fought  despair, 
Shadow'd  by  Magellan's  gallows,  and — she  left  the  traitor  there. 

From  a  wet  and  weeping  sunset  to  a  rude  and  angry  morn 
Tramped  the  South  Atlantic  rollers,  curled  and  crested  by  the  Horn- 
Gave  her  grey  and  gloomy  greeting  as  they  hove  and  hurried  on ; 
And  "  I  pray  for  strength  to  conquer,"  cried  the  little  galleon. 
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And  the  "  roaring  forties  "  heard  her,  and  they  gazed  at  her  agape. 
Where  they  bind  the  seas  together,  stretching  taut  from  Cape  to  Cape ; 
Well  they  know  the  grey-backed  rollers,  crest  to  hollow  through  and 

through. 
And  "  Your  Ladyship,"  they  hailed  her,  "  we've  a  birthday  gift  for  you. 

"  Never  fear  the  old  grey  rollers,  meet  them  boldly  as  you  go, 
They  be  sent  to  lift  a  galleon  from  the  dreary  troughs  below. 
For  the  purchase  block  is  doubled  when  there's  courage  on  the  rope ; 
O'er  the  conquered  crests  of  trouble  gleam  the  rainbow  rays  of  Hope.' 

One  by  one  each  sullen  roller  passed  her,  stronger,  to  his  mates 
Till  they  left  her,  at  the  portals  of  the  dread  Magellan  Straits, 
To  the  mercies  of  the  Island  where  the  fire  and  demons  be, 
And  Tierra  del  Fuego  lit  her  through  to  open  sea. 
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Then  in  faith  and  hope  she  struggled,  where  the  Horn,  beneath  her  feet, 
Rules  the  riot  in  the  roadway  as  the  rival  oceans  meet. 
Three  and  fifty  days  she  battled — ^such  a  fight  was  never  known — 
Till  the  lodestone  led  her  Northward  and  she  came  into  her  own. 


Followed  fast,  in  new-born  wonder,  and  she  got  her  wealth  and  fame. 
Till  the  land  was  filled  with  laughter  and  the  terror  of  her  name  ; 
All  pursuing,  left  pursuers,  mocked  their  bravest  and  their  best. 
And  she  cried  ,"  The  world  encompassed,"  as  the  lodestone  led  her  West, 


Now  a  rocky  reef  lay  waiting,  he  whose  falsehoods  never  cease: 

"  You  have  wealth  and  fame  a  plenty,  come  and  wait  awhile  in  peace." 

And  it  may  be  she  was  weary,  or  was  lulled  by  perils  past, 

For  his  wicked  weedy  shoulders  caught  and  held  the  galleon  fast. 
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But  the  mother  sea  was  watching,  who  has  pity  past  behef, 

And  her  bosom  heaved  in  sorrow  where  she  marked  the  sunken  reef. 

''  Faith  and  hope  may  sink  to  slumber  when  they  sail  with  careless  ease. 

And  I  fain  would  give  my  daughter  what  is  greater  far  than  these." 

So  the  old  sea  sang  of  England,  Merrie  England  in  the  Spring, 
Of  the  daffodils  that  garlanded  a  galleon's  hallowing. 
Till  the  voice  of  England,  calling,  waked — a  galleon  on  a  shoal 
Who  had  held  the  world  to  ransom,  but  was  like  to  lose  her  soul. 


Then  she  saw  what  it  shall  profit,  and  she  cast  into  the  deep 
Wealth  of  silver,  silk  and  spices,  "  as  would  make  a  miser  weep." 
And  the  gentle  sea,  rejoicing,  took  her  daughter  to  her  breast 
With  a  love  past  understanding,  and  she  found  what  men  call  rest. 
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Knew  the  joy  that's  all-abiding,  which  may  come  to  these  alone 
Who,  in  perfect  self -surrender,  find  a  strength  beyond  their  own: 
Spread  her  snowy  wings  in  gladness  at  the  secret  she  had  won, 
And  "  His  mercy  aye  endureth,"  cried  the  little  galleon. 


There's  a  sturdy  seaman's  statue,  and  it  stands  on  Plymouth  Hoe, 
Where  the  bowling  green  re-echoed  to  his  message  long  ago ; 
And  his  eyes  are  lit  with  laughter,  and  his  hair  is  crisp  and  curled, 
As  he  gazes  out  to  seaward  with  his  hand  upon  the  world. 
And  if  fortune  find  you  worthy  to  be  with  him,  heart  and  mind. 
Safely  anchored  off  his  Island,  you  shall  see  the  Golden  Hind. 
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Marks  of  Respect. — "  Captains  .  .  .  coming  on  board 
are  to  be  received  by  a  Sergeant's  Guard,  the  boatswain's 
mate  piping  the  side  according  to  the  custom  of  the 
service." — Orders  for  the  Officer  of  the  Watch. 
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There's  a  big  beam  sea  and  half  a  gale. 
And  the  Frigate's  Skipper  has  shortened  sail 
He  is  peering  under  his  storm-hat's  brim 
To  see  what  the  Flagship  wants  of  him. 

The  Skipper  is  short  and  the  Skipper  is  stout. 
But  the  Flagship's  throwing  his  signal  out, 
And  she  lies,  hove  to,  with  her  masts  so  tall, 
So  the  Skipper  must  board  the  Admiral. 
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My  word  !  but  the  Flagship's  rolling  there, 
With  her  mainsail  up  and  her  mainyard  square; 
And  the  Skipper's  boat  is  dancing  too. 
To  the  tune  of  a  lusty  sea-boat's  crew. 

So  now  to  the  Flagship's  side  he's  come, 
But  the  Flagship's  sides  they  tumble  home. 
And  the  climb  might  fill  with  doubts  and  fears 
A  slim  young  fellow  of  half  his  years. 
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But,  so  the  Skipper  shall  take  no  harm, 
There's  a  "  whip  "  at  the  Flagship's  mainyard  arm- 
A  whip  made  fast  to  a  bos'un's  chair, 
And  soon  the  Skipper  is  seated  there. 

When  the  watch  on  deck  have  manned  the  fall 
To  the  long  shrill  cry  of  the  bo'sun's  call. 
Why,  the  watch  on  deck  they  haul,  and  grin. 
So  the  Skipper  is  hoisted  safely  in  ! 
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And  if,  to-day,  you  should  go  so  far 

As  the  bay  where  the  great  grey  warships  are. 

And  open  your  eyes  and  ears  so  wide 

When  a  Skipper  steps  up  the  Flagship's  side. 

No  "  whip  "  you'll  see,  for  there's  no  mainyard. 
But  right  in  front  of  the  Sergeant's  guard, 
To  keep  in  touch  with  the  old-time  state, 
Is  the  stalwart  form  of  the  Bo'sun's  mate. 

No  watch  on  deck  to  man  the  fall, 

But  the  long  shrill  cry  of  the  bo'uns's  call 

Salutes  the  Skipper  just  the  same. 

To  tell  him  the  way  that  his  Fathers  came. 
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The  ships  and  battles  mentioned  in  the  poem  are  as  follows: 

Action  off  Brest,  loth  August,  151 2. 

Fleets  commanded  by 
Lord  Edward  Howard,  Lord  High  Admiral  of  England. 
Jean  de  Thenouenel,  Admiral  of  Brittany. 

Regent,  Captain  Sir  Thomas  Knyvett,  Master  of  the  Horse. 
Marie  la  Cordeli^re,  Captain  Herv^  de  Portzmoguer. 

Battle  of  the  ist  June,  1794. 

Fleets  commanded  by 
Admiral  Lord  Howe. 
Rear-Admiral  Villaret  Joveuse. 

Brunswick  -  -     74  guns   -  -  Captain  John  Harvey. 

VengeurdtiPeuple  -     74    ,,      -  -  Captain  Jean  Franfois  Renaudin. 

Action  off  Scarborough,  23rd  September,  1779. 

Bonhomme  Richard  -     42  guns  -  -  Captain  Paul  Jones,  U.S.N. 

Serapis        -  -    44    ,,       -  -  Captain  Richard  Pearson. 
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When  the  first  warship  wakened,  to  feel  the  life-blood  stir, 

The  seas,  of  age-long  wisdom,  laid  this  command  on  her 

And  on  her  kind,  for  ever :  "  Be  whatsoe'er  her  might, 

A  ship  shall  fight  with  others  as  she  would  have  them  fight ; 

And  guarding  thus  our  honour,  when  the  stern  fight  is  past. 

That  brings  her  to  the  haven  which  all  must  make  at  last, 

We  pledge  her  way  and  welcome  when  she  comes  her  soul  to  5rield, 

And  foes  shall  meet  in  friendship  and  all  their  wounds  be  healed." 
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So  year  by  year  thereafter,  from  battle  storm  and  shoal, 

Safe  to  the  promised  haven  the  sea  sent  in  her  toll, 

Aged  and  worn  with  service,  gallant  in  youth  and  fame. 

But  all  with  names  untarnished — and  last,  a  U-boat  came. 

Now,  the  tides  that  sweep  the  fairway,  to  speed  them  or  delay, 

Demand  for  each  a  sponsor  to  prove  her  right  of  way ; 

So  she  waited  without  in  anger,  and  peered  through  the  golden  mists, 

At  the  taper  masts  uprising  from  the  old  sea  duellists. 

And  the  message  came  to  the  Regent,  that  lies  by  the  CoYdelilre, 

"  Does  any  speak  for  a  U-boat  to  prove  that  the  fight  was  fair  ?" 

But  they  spoke  of  an  old-time  conflict,  from  a  fight  off  Brest  they  came, 

When  the  battle  stayed  in  wonder  as  the  two  went  up  in  flame. 

And  since  they  fought  with  honour,  as  each  was  a  knightly  foe, 

So  came  they  home  together  four  hundred  years  ago. 

And  the  waters  paused  for  answer,  listening  North  and  South, 

But  no  one  spoke  for  the  U-boat  that  lay  at  the  harbour  mouth. 
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And  the  call  sped  up  the  haven,  borne  in  on  the  flowing  tide, 

Till  the  echo  reached  the  Vengeur,  that  is  moored  at  the  Brunswick' s  side 

(For  so  they  had  fought  together  with  never  an  inch  between) : 

"  Does  any  speak  for  a  U-boat  to  show  that  her  hands  are  clean  ?" 

But  they  spoke  of  a  fight  from  morning,  hard  fought  till  afternoon. 

With  tattered  flags,  but  stainless,  on  a  bygone  First  of  June. 

And  the  tide  swept  on  in  silence  to  the  creek  where  the  frigates  are. 

For  no  one  spoke  for  the  U-boat  that  lay  at  the  harbour  bar. 

And   the  challenge  came  to  the  inlet,  where  the  Bonhomme  Richard 

waits 
At  peace  with  the  old  Serapis,  that  she  fought  for  the  new-born  States, 
When  the  Captains  called  the  boarders  and  the  decks  were  red  and  swept: 
"  Does  any  speak  for  a  U-boat  to  say  that  the  Law  was  kept  ?" 
But  they  spake  of  nought  but  freedom,  and  speaking,  told  the  tide 
The  story  of  their  colours  that  floated  side  by  side. 
And  the  herald  tide  was  answered,  slackened  and  turned  about. 
To  carry  word  to  the  U-boat  that  lay  unseen  without. 
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And  the  ebb  stream  came  to  the  offing,  crying,  "  My  task  is  done; 

There  is  no  way  nor  welcome,"  and  bare  her  forth  alone. 

Far  and  away  to  seaward,  no  gleam  of  hope  ahead. 

Doomed  to  sail  as  an  outlaw,  till  the  sea  gives  up  her  dead — 

To  make  no  light  or  landfall,  with  never  a  sail  in  sight. 

Where  the  days  but  dawn  to  darken,  as  the  days  she  turned  to  night; 

And  never  a  sound  to  silence  the  cry  that  haunts  her  there, 

"  Does  any  speak  for  a  U-boat,  to  prove  that  the  fight  was  fair  ?" 
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IN  MEMORY  OF  THE  OFFICERS  AND  MEN  OF  H.M.S.  "VANGUARD' 
WHO  PERISHED   WITH  HER  ON  JULY  9th,  1917 
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Chose  for  her  helm  the  faith  more  fair  than  fame, 

A  spotless  record  to  her  ancient  name; 

Her  compass,  that  which  varied  not  nor  swerved, 

The  honour  of  the  fleet  in  which  she  served. 

Lit  by  a  loyalty  that  never  failed. 

Shone  high  tradition  when  the  Vanguards  sailed : 

So  saiHng,  found  the  haven  of  their  quest, 

Where  they  are  glad,  because  they  are  at  rest. 
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She  shall  fear  no  doubting  challenge  streaming  out  against  the  sky. 
When  she  makes  the  shining  harbour  where  the  old-world  Vanguards  lie; 
For  her  name  shows  bright  as  ever,  free  from  all  that  stains  or  harms. 
To  the  mariners  and  Captains  and  the  mail-clad  men-at-arms. 
Can  you  hear  the  swell  of  cheering  thro'  the  crash  of  culverin 
As  they  man  their  yards  and  castles  for  a  Vanguard's  coming  in  ? 

But  her  Squadron,  all  in  silence,  set  their  steel-clad  stems  to  sea, 
For  the  wake  shows  white  and  empty  where  their  sister  loved  to  be. 


60 


THE  VALE 


"  Who  going  through  the  vale  of  misery 
use  it  for  a  well." — Psalm  Ixxxiv.  6. 
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Most  fair  in  its  peace  was  the  garden,  a  haven  of  ancient  delight, 
Where  shamrock  and  thistle  were  blended  with  roses  of  scarlet  and  white. 
While  knit  to  their  varied  companions,  by  bonds  that  were  stronger  than 

chance, 
Dwelt  maple  and  wattle,  rejoicing  the  light-hearted  lilies  of  France. 

But  a  tempest  swept  over  the  garden,  and  smote,  while  they  smiled,  in 

its  path; 
It  spared  not  the  strong  nor  the  lowly,  but  wrecked  all  their  lives  in  its 

wrath; 
And  the  flowers  were  stricken  and  scattered,  no  vestige  of  colour  or  form 
Remained  in  the  bleak  desolation  that  lay  in  the  tract  of  the  storm. 
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And  those  who  had  loved,  in  their  lifetime,  and  tended  the  plants  from 

their  youth, 
With  gladness  and  courage  for  sunshine,  and  nourished  with  honour  and 

truth. 
Bowed  low  in  their  grief  in  the  garden,  nor  hoped  through  the  days  as 

they  wept. 
Till  soft,  and  in  mercy,  a  message  came  back  from  the  flowers  that  slept. 

"  There's  work  yet  to  do  in  the  garden,  then,  oh,  by  the  love  that  ye 

bore. 
Forget  not  that  love  in  your  sadness,  we  need  it  as  much  as  before." 
And  those  who  had  loved  in  the  garden,  returned  to  the  garden  again ; 
In  sorrow  they  comforted  sorrow,  in  anguish  they  laboured  for  pain. 

And  lo,  as  they  toiled,  came  a  vision,  to  bless  through  the  years  they 

must  wait ; 
A  garden  that  gladdened  a  City,  shone  bright  through  the  gem-laden 

gate. 
And  up  from  the  banks  of  the  River,  there  bloomed  to  the  steps  of  the 

Throne, 
Their  flowers,  more  radiant  in  beauty,  than  ever  earth's  gardens  had 

known. 
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